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Jo rge  Luis Borges
Street  W i th  Pink Store
Now t h e  eyes  t u rn  long ing ly  to w ard  t h e  n i g h t  in 
each  l i t t le  s treet ,
and  i t ’s l ike a th i r s t  c a t c h in g  t h e  scen t  of rain.  
N ow  all t h e  roads are  close by, 
even  t h e  road of miracle.
The  w in d  carr ies  fo rw ard  t h e  to rp id  dawn.
The  daw n  is our  fear  of d o in g  th in g s  c lear  as day 
and  it comes  d o w n  ha rd  on us.
I have w a lked  all blessed n i g h t  long  
and  it fills m e  w i th  res t lessness 
in th is  s tree t ,  w h a te v e r  s t r ee t  it  is.
Here,  on ce  more ,  t h e  reassu rance  of t h e  plains 
on t h e  h o r izo n
and t h e  vacan t  lot a ju m b le  of w e e d  and  w i r e
and t h e  s to re as b r ig h t
as t h e  n e w  m oon  at  dusk  last n igh t .
I t ’s as close as a m em ory ,  th is  in t e r s e c t io n  
w i th  its broad  plazas and  its p rom ise  of cour tyards.  
How lovely to be your  witness ,  e t e rn a l  s tree t ,  
s ee ing  th a t  m y  days have  looked  at  so few  things!  
N ow t h e  air is rayed  w i th  l ight .
My years  have tr ave lled t h e  roads of land and  sea 
and I k n o w  only  you, quie t  and rosy s tree t .
Indeed  I t h i n k  your  walls conce ived  th e  sunrise,  
you g lo w in g  s to re at  t h e  en d  of n igh t .
I th ink ,  and  m y  voice a m o n g  the se  buildings  
seems to be 
t h e  confession of m y  poverty:
I have n o t  real ly seen t h e  r ivers  or  oceans  or  
mounta in s ,
but  t h e  l i gh t  of Buenos Aires becam e  m y  bosom 
com pan ion
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an d  I fo rg e  th e  verses  of m y  life and  d e a th  
by th e  l ig h t  of th o se  s tre e t l ig h ts .
Oh long, lo n g - s u f fe r in g  s tree t ,  
you a re  th e  on ly  m usic  th a t  I kn o w .
translated from the Spanish 
by Robert M ezey
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